The Hiftorie of 

Half. I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owed God a death. 

Half, T’isnotdueyet, Iwouldbelothtopay»him before his 
day: what need Ibefo forward with him that calls not onmeej 
Welljt’is no matter. Honour pricks me on : yea but how if Ho- 
nour prick me off when 1 come on? how then can Honourfet to 
aleg?no,or an arme? no,or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire tatrimme reckoning. 
Whohathit? hethatdieda Wednefday? Doth he feelcit? no: 
doth he heare it? no : t’is infenfible thcn?yea,to the dead.-butwill 
itnotliue with the liuing? no •• .why? detraction will notfuffer 
it, therefore He none of it; Honour is a meere Skutchion ; and 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter Worcefter , and fir 'Richard Vernon. 

If- or, O no, my Nephew muff not know, Sir Richard , 

The liberal! kind offer of the King. 

Ver , T’werebefthedid. 

Wot, Then arcweallvndone, 
it is notpoflible, it cannot be. 

The K ing would keepe his word in louing vs, 

He willfufpe&vs ftill, and find atime. 

To ponifii this offence in others faults ; 

Suppofition, allourliuesjihallbe ftuckefullof eyes, 

For X reafon is but truftedlike theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, ibcheriiht,andlocktvp. 

Will haue a wilde trickeofhis ancelters : 
lookc how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation willmifquotc ourlookes. 

And we fhallfeed like Oxen ata ftall, 

The better cheriilit, ftill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trelpaffe may be wellforgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, gouerned by afpleene. 

All his offencesliue vpon my head, 

And en his Fathers. We did traine him on, 

We 


Andhis corruption being tane from vs.; 
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We as the fpring of all, fliallpay for all : 

Therefore good Coofcn, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hotjpur . 

Ver. Ddiuer what you wil,Ile lay tis fo.Here comes your Coo 


Exit D mg. 


Plot. My vnclc is returnd, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wcftmerland; 

Vncle,what newes ? 

Wor. The King will bid you Battell prefently. 

Dow. Dsfiehimby the Lord ofWeftmeiland 
Hot. ’LoidDowglas, go you and tell him lo. 

Dow ♦ Mary and lhall,and very willingly. 

Wor, There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wer. I told him gently ofyourgrieuances, 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Tray tors, and will Icourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs, 

Dew. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throvvne 
A braueDefiancein King Henries teeth ; 

And Weftmerland that was ingag’ddid beareit. 

Which cannotchufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor, The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King, . 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to finglefight. 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw ihort breath to day. 

Bull and Harry UWonmottth : tell me, tell me. 

How (hewd his talking !■ Teem'd it in contempt ? 

n ft ^ I neuer in my life 

Hid heare a Challenge vrg’d more mode Illy, 

Vnleffe a Brother fliould a Brother dare 
i o gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 
frimd vp your praifes with a princely tongue, 
jpokeyour deferuings like a Chronicle, 
taking you euer betterthen his praife, 

»y It ill difpraifing prayfe, valued with you ; 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, , 


(fen. 


Enter Dow, 


He 



